Spottswood Foster, who seems to 
have an inferiority complex as well as 
a citosis when it comes to scientific 
subjects, handed in this “Ode to an 
Insect”: 


Keep still, you little insect, 
While I’m trying to bisect 
Your legs, your head and— 
Oh, the terrible monotony! 
Don’t know which is worse, 
Biology or botany. 
Keep still. Now you'll breathe your last 
Heck! I should have known those con- 
victs would blast 
* Just as I most had your old head off, 
Loot out! There goes that black cock- 
roach 
Right out from under my microscope. 
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Poe 
What is Death? 
The Grand Finale, 
The last curtain, 
On our Three-Act Drama, : 
People leave our Theatre of Life, 
Our run is over, 
We are only & memory. 


Our -Tragedy is ended, 

And the clown in us, 

Who acts in the Comedy of Life, 
Has left the Stage, 

And our comedy is ended, 

We answer the last curtain call 
From Above; We are only a memory, 


The play is over, 
© cannot answer the encore, 
But neither do we hear the hisses, 
show must go on, 

But with different actors, 

Our run is Over, 

We are only q memory. 
: SPOTSWOOD FOSTER, JR. 


Three Poems 


What js home? 

A Heaven on earth, 

Our only recluse, 

From the trials of life, 

A place where you are your own God, 
And your own host of angels. 


What is love? 

An etherial dream, 

An amusing nothingness, 
To haunt us, 

Or to make us happy. 


“What is a friend? 

A blessing, 

Someone with whom you may confide 
your own troubles, _ 
d someone who will answer back, 
with his. | 

By Spotswood Foster, Jr. 
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